THE    MEMOIRS    OF
The search party moved off, firing into the reeds from
time to time, whenever anything moved beneath them. It
was very late in the night before the bushrangers at last
ventured out and cautiously made their way back to the
cavern in the North Rocks.
Here they found awaiting them the three young women
at whose house they had recently spent the night, and who
had been there awaiting their return since before dawn on
the previous day. These wantons, the vanity of one of whom
had been the cause of the whole blackguardly expedition,
were actually waiting for a share of the spoils. Their love of
finery had made them envious of the fine clothes which it
was known had been bought for the approaching Shannavan
wedding, and they had incited Foxley and McCoy to plunder
their rivals.
The raid had been successful for the women, and when
the articles of apparel were laid out before the admiring and
acquisitive eyes, they broke into an avalanche of appreciation
and gratitude to the men who had risked their lives, and
plunged to such depths of human infamy, to gratify their
wishes,
A meal was prepared, and the whole party sat round while
Foxley gave the women a circumstantial account of all that
had happened, dwelling in obscene detail upon the rape of
the Shannavan girls, winning shrieks of applauding laughter
from the strumpets.
'Those Shannavan girls, then,' remarked one of them,
'won't be able in future to hold their cocky heads so high
when they meet our sort that's fond of sweethearting for its
own sake/
Rashleigh was amazed at the depravity shown by these
pretty girls, who seemed utterly lost to all sense of womanly
shame. He had heard of such victims of the conditions
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